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OCHTENDROOD, WATER IN 
DE SLOOT... 


You read it here first: TAC6 
recorded Major's assessment of 
Kinnock's 1992 election chances: 
"He has a mountain to climb. He 
doesn't have a good enough pick- 
axe, and he doesn't have sharp 
enough spikes inhis boots. He's 
not going to make it". So, after 
the recent Allan Stewart affair, 
might it not have been in the 
public interest for Strathclyde 
polis to senda forensics teamto 
Pollok Estate, in search of 
incriminating crampons? 


Apologies for more tyops and 
miskates than usual in TAC21 — 
festive chaos seeped into the 
works somewhere. But whereas 
promsied is sonice-sounding that 
we'll probably never use promised 
again, two other mistakes require 
righting. Firstly, arch-Marilyner 
Rowland Bowker hails from 
Portinscale (11:11!), not the 
gratuitously-mentioned 
Cockermouth. And sib-Munros Sgurr 
Breac andA'Chailleach are still 
the same way round, with both 
having shrunk — SB down from 1000m 
to 999m, AC from 999m to 997m. 
This remains grimnews for the Sic 
Munroist however (TAC passim), 
since whereas previously only 
Sgurr Choinnich stood between SB 
and AC in Shug's list, they now 
have 998m Broad Cairn, Ben More 
Assynt and Stob Diamh instead. 


A telling story fromLincolnshire 
(where sky and Philip Larkin and 
water meet), with the county's 
cathedral apparently crumbling 
after high winds or floods or 
something. With steeplejacks 
deemed too expensive, according 
to several papers, "mountain- 
eers" were called in to inspect 
the verticalities. But what the 
papers didn't reveal was that 
these were really local baggers 
eager to tick off the highest 
summit in their 2-D county. 
Incidentally, there's sucha thing 
as the Lincoln Imp — a gargoyle 
high in the cathedral rafters — 
and also, of course, the Hillman 
Imp (as in Linwood No More). 
Whaddya make of that then? 


TAC's own Alan Dawson (aka Blanco) 
has produced a comprehensive 
update sheet to his Relative 
Hills Marilyn book. This details 
numerous height changes, 
renamings, additions and 
deletions. Anyone desiring a copy 
should send an A5 SAE (25p) to 
Alan at 49 Airthrey Avenue, 
Jordanhill, Glasgow, G14 9LY. Or 
TAC cybernauts can email him at 
A.Dawson@compserv.gla.ac.uk 


Thanks to Paul Hesp for Dut chifying 
parts of TAC22, and for translat- 
ing the message fromthe editor of 
Platvoets onpl12. Back to normal 
next issue — unless we're sent a 
Belgian, Danish or East Anglian 
hillwalking fanzine first... 


Useless Equipment, No. 7 — Big Words | 


AC regulars will need no reminder that a good supply of really big words is essential before 

venturing out on the hill. TAC21 alone furnished us with such classics as pursuivant, terpsichorean 
and the ever-popular zeitgeist. Carefully articulated at regular intervals, such words will keep the 
user cool in summer, warm in winter, and midge-free at all times. 

We have, of course, all heard stories of people who survived for days in a snow-hole, sustained 
only by such monosyllabic utterances as Oh no! or Help! This sort of tale has given false 
reassurance to a small minority of hillwalkers who set out, often in atrocious weather conditions, 
without knowing a single word longer than three syllables, or perhaps equipped with just a few 
pages torn from a school dictionary. With the increasing availability of cellular telephones, the 
rescue services now receive many time-wasting calls from walkers who, lost in the mist, find 
that they cannot even recall such a straightforward phrase as Poucher’s much-famed Regard the 
effulgent iridescence of the circumambient nebulosity. 

As a service to its readers, therefore, TAC provides the following ten handy words, together 
with suggestions for their easy use in a hill setting: 


Contubernal (n): The person with whom one shares a tent 
If you're going to be my contubernal, you can put those baked beans down right now. 


Retrogenuflexophobia (n): A morbid fear of the knees bending backwards 
He got a wee touch of the retrogenuflexophobia on the Aggy Ridge. We needed a rope to get him 
down. 


Septentrional (adj): Pertaining or tending to the north 
This compass seems to have lost all idea of septentrionalism. Did you leave it on top of the 
loudspeakers or what? 


Smaragdine (adj): Emerald green 
So he was completely smaragdine by the time we got him off the Aggy Ridge. Or: Watch and not 
step on the smaragdine moss. Whoops! Boggy, isn’t it? 


Pandiculation (n): The involuntary stretching motions associated with yawning 
Pandiculate in my ear one more time, and it’s the last time you'll be my contubernal. 


Retromingent (adj): Capable of urinating backwards 
See those one-piece ski-suits? You’ve got to be bloody retromingent to wear them. 


Preantepenultimate (adj): Fourth from last 
He wasn’t actually on his last legs when we got him down, but he was on his preantepenultimate 
legs, for sure. 


Floccinaucinihilipilification (n): 

The act of estimating as worthless 

She just sits in the pub floccinaucinihilipilifying 
anything under three thousand feet. 


Molendinarious (adj): 

Pertaining to the arms of a windmill 

Just you stand there and go molendinarious with 
your arms till the helicopter spots us. 


Meupareunia (n): 
A sexual act gratifying to only one participant 
(Use of this word is left as an exercise for the inter- 


ested reader. When you need it, you'll know.) 
Grant Hutchison 


As part of our Dutch Special, we are more than 
happy to include a learned article from one of our 
Euro-colleagues at Platvoets... 


Bens, bothies and bealachs: 
Notes on the myths and rituals of the 
Scottish mountain tribes 


Univ. Prof. DDr. Alois Kukubauer 
(pictured left, with Murdo van Munro) 
of Vienna University! 


Dionysischer Normalzustand 

This study is a result of the project Der “Dark Isle Skullsplitter” — ein obergdariges schottisches Bier aus 
nahrungswissenschaftlicher Sicht. One day, when we the concept of dionysischer Normalzustand discussed, 
suggested our colleague Dr Jock Strap that we could make a participating observation with a tribe who “Monroe begging” 
go. In this ritual, people wander in the wilderness so that they wet, cold and muddy get. They must in this state one or more 
mountain tops reach where no restaurant or hut is. Then they go again home. This is more the dionysische Normalzustand 
of a Scotsperson than the drinking because of the limited drinking possibilities and the unlimited possibilities wet, cold 
and muddy to get. 

Monroe begging, was in orgin a Balz or mating ritual. By the climbing of the symbolically rounded mountains or 
“bens”2, the Scottish male — in a skirt dressed — was asking the mountain gods for a female partner. The Industrial 
Revolution brought demythologization and nowadays it is more effective a Porsche to buy. Also women went begging as 
the demythologization progress made. Some women have great interest expressed in the “harness thingy ... that straps 
round [the male mountaineer’s] thighs and crotch”’3. This of course a virility symbol is. So is the mating aspect preserved 
while the woman can effectively a Porsche buy. But the quest for das ewig Weibliche survives idealtypisch in the mythical 
figure of Murdo Munro who in a dress is always begging on the mountains. This is bound with the myth of the Flying 
Dutchman who the seas must sail so long until he a woman finds. The infertility of the unsuccessful quest is in this case 
expressed by Murdo Munro being “a bugger” called. 


Joking relationship 

The hill tribe which we joined was in a transitional stage to modern industrial society, as their dress was showing. The 
economy is on sheep based, but tweed — a woollen material which /oden resembles — has for synthetic materials been 
exchanged. In fact, an ironically used term is “tweedy gent”. This is a good example of the among anthropologists well- 
known concept of “joking relationship” in which the tensions caused by unequal power relations in the society are being 
defused. The expression “tweedy gent” proves therefore that power in the Scottish Highlands is not so evenly divided as 
in the Alps, where everybody is a /Joden gent and only people from faraway tribes think it is funny. 

Some traditions from before the Industrial Revolution exist still in spite of synthetic materials. The journey to Western 
Scotland was interrupted for a demonstration of “leaves on the rails”; this has in the Alps not been witnessed since 1853, 
and will the subject of a separate monograph be. An ode in praise of the heroism of mountaineers was sung by the tribe 
while the train to Fort William was pushed. The text, ascribed to an ancient bard, is as usual with old incantations now 
difficult to understand: 


“With frequent deployment of manual assistance, 
Boldly bestride the convex contours of the colossus 
Until you eventually complete your rigours 

By attaining the reigning peak.”4 


1 The author wishes to acknowledge the generous assistance to this research project provided by The Anthropological Council, Glasgow. 


2 “Ben” comes first in most mountain names. It symbolizes the later male domination of the orginally to the Earth Goddess devoted 
mountains. This is the source of Cartesian dualism in Scottish culture. 


3 M. Gray — The First Fifty — Munro-Bagging (sic) Without A Beard, Edinburgh 1991, p40. 


4 From the ms. known as The Hills To The East Of Aberdeen, ascribed to W.A.Plunger; archives of The Anthropological Council, Glasgow, 
no. 93/11/4-S. 


Calvinism 

The mountain chosen for the ritual was Sgurr nan Ceathreamhnan called. The name is on purpose very complex made so that 
it can not exactly be outspoken. So is the mystery of the mountain god preserved>. We were soon on the top, for it was only 
1151 metres high — not quite so high as Hotel Scheikl in Veitsch. But on the top was only rain and no restaurant or hut; it does 
not give these, as we already mentioned. When the role of Erddpfelgulasch and Gliihwein on Austrian mountain tops was 
explained, the hillwalkers showed no signs of comprehension. This comes naturally from a remoteness of culinary civilization 
but it is rationalized as a commandment of the mountain god (among these tribes always a Calvinist): “Thou shalt not build an 
inn on my pinn”. 

The begging was lasting all weekend and it was not allowed to a hotel to go as an appropriate deprivation level maintained 
must be. So stayed we in Maol-bhuidhe. This is a “bothy”, from Ger. Bude — shack. (According to one mountaineering myth, 
here is in winter also a “brass monkey club”®. The members are monkeys called because of indiscriminate toilet habits which 
by the bothy construction are encouraged” — see below. The club plays a game with frozen balls.) In honour to the former 
quest character of the Monroe begging, the bothies are very primitive. The bothies have no beds, toilets, Kachelofen, 
Schweinsbraten mit Knédel or Schnaps. The bringing of tiled stoves and pork roasts with dumplings is anyway too difficult, 
the latter because only sheep are given. But the rule is often broken in the case of Schnaps, particularly when the Hogmanay 
is celebrated. 

In interviews it was indicated that the Hogmanay is an important ritual. It is the celebration of the passing of the midwinter 
solstice, and seemingly of very pagan (hogman = pig person) and probably Norse (ay = Norw. oy, island) origin. The people 
take a whisky bottle and navigate in a temporary “doubling” of the dionysische Normalzustand a more and more complex 
zigzag, course from bothy to bothy, whereby every bothy is symbolizing an island. So are the Scottish people reminded of the 
time when the Vikings south sailed the sun to seek (here by the warming whisky represented). 


Bollocks 
While the tribe further in the mountains went, made the scientific team the home journey because of Schweinsbraten 
withdrawal symptoms. The way led us past two lakes without summerhouses: Loch Cruoshie and Loch Calavie (from Ger. 
Loch = hole; in this case a hole in the ground with water filled) and over Bealach Bhearnais. Bealach means the pass and is a 
polite form of bollocks; the word is denoting scorn for the low part of a mountain, but the mountain god must not offended be. 
In conclusion came we to Achnashellach. Here was the “leaves on the rails” ritual under hysterical laughter by the 
passengers repeated for the cyclical nature of history to confirm’. By Achnasheen Hotel were copious refreshments bought; 
then were songs by the pushers sung which the subject of a separate monograph will be. 


5 Cf. Lao Tzu — Tao Te Ching, ch.1: “The name that can be named is not the etemal name”. 
6 See H. Brown — Hamish’s Mountain Walk, London 1978, p267. 
7 Adaptive-regressive behaviour by the hillwalkers is discussed in the Journal of The Anthropological Council, no. 8/1992, p16. 


8 “Hegel says somewhere that, on the stage of universal history, all great events and personalities reappear in one fashion or another. He forgot 
that, on the first occasion, they appear as tragedy; on the second, as farce.” K. Marx — The Eighteenth Brumaire of Louis Napoleon, p1. 


URIEL Gray had just : , ; , 
tumbled to the pave- This cutting is from The Grauniad for 20th 
ment as a truck car- = January 1995. Are we in some kind of time- 


rying sheep at- ; ‘ 
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through the crowd of — beloved of TAC readers? We knew she was busy 
protesters. 
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whacking him around the head. a glance over the rise will usually reveal a fat 
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Mister Mephisto and the Midges 
— Gordon Smith — 


he year was old but the moon was new, and as yet only the 
en edge of its bright silver coin was to be seen glinting over the 
Pee frost-white glen. Suddenly pocketed by a passing cloud, its gleam 
omy disappeared, leaving me to rely on the cone of my headtorch to 
see my way to the crest of the boulder field. | halted at the top, 
exhaling twin jets of steam from my nostrils and inhaling 
membrane-lacerating needles of icy air. | lifted my left arm to the 
level of my nose, and with my right hand angled the beam at my 
watch: 23:45, it announced, the colon winking slyly at me, as if in 
collusion at some disreputable behaviour. Which in a way was true: 
| had not intended to buy such a watch, since it had been 
manufactured by a company which had laid off its entire Scottish 
workforce; but | had got it cheap, off the back of a lorry, like. 
| pressed the side and it flashed the date, 31 12, and just at that | 
slipped on the glazed path and landed on my arse. As the light dusting of snow melted through to my 
underpants, | heaved a visible cloud of sighs to the heavens. 

| lay back in the snow and felt the hard earth beneath. There were fifteen minutes to midnight: quarter of an 
hour until I’m due to meet with one man | haven't seen in over fifteen years, and one | haven't spoken to in ten. 
| picked myself up and walked on down into the Lost Valley, not bothering to wipe the mud and snow from my 
jacket: | didn’t reckon there would be much call for Goretex where | was going, there being very few rainy days 
in Hell. 


1979. Despite the coming and going of punk, Leo Sayer’s Greatest Hits was top of the album charts, and we 
were still wearing flares. Such was our dedication to the bell bottom that we even had our mammies unstitch 
the seams of our jeans and insert vee-shaped pieces of cloth into the leg in order to create trouser cuffs the 
width of our waistbands. These being the days before designer outdoor gear, we even flapped about in flares 
on the hill: a potential hazard on a windy day, when a sudden gust could result in you unwillingly learning to 
parapente. But the biggest problem with them was the fact that, as you walked through any form of grass or 
heather, you disturbed a squillion slumbering midges which flew straightway up your trouser leg to bite your 
bollocks. One summer evening that year in the Lost Valley, the beasties were doing precisely that to two 
beflared and bearded students. 

— Ohman, | complained to Frodo as | shed the load of my bright orange frame rucksack, These bastarding 
midges are really doing my box in. 

Frodo (not his given name, you will be unsurprised to learn) ducked a cloud of midges which was worrying at 
his perm, and decided to roll a smoke while | put up the tent. He lay back and balanced the Golden Virginia tin 
on his chest, almost obscuring the motif of copulating pigs above the legend Makin’ Bacon. Frodo had a 
collection of such shirts, bought mail order from an advert in the NME, including Nice One Squirrel (a variation 
onthe above) and / Am a Virgin — This is a Very Old T-Shirt. Even inthe 70’s, a decade which was a Bermuda 
Triangle to good taste, these were considered pretty uncool; and as for the rampant sex that they boasted, that 
was mere wishful thinking. Indeed, the closest either of us was getting at that moment to a physical relation- 
ship was the act of lying on our sides blowing smoke up each other's trouser legs. 

— It’s no use, man, | exhaled. The carbon monoxide only seems to annoy them, and they bite even harder. 
| produced from my rucksack a bottle of King’s Head sherry, ninety-nine pence from Willie Low's, and offered 
Frodo a consolatory slug. 

It was then we saw him, Mister Mephisto, squatting on top of a big boulder, silhouetted in the dying sunlight. 

He was of average height and build, and wore a well-trimmed beard and moustache whose blackness 
contrasted starkly with the pallor of his face. His head was covered by a wide-brimmed hat, which had corks 
hanging from it in the Australian style. How long he had been watching us from that perch | don’t know, but in 
a matter of seconds he had leapt off, and was approaching us. As he came nearer, | could see his headgear 
shimmer: it was only when he was within a few feet of us that it became apparent the hat and corks were in 
fact a formation of millions of midges. 

Frodo surreptitiously nudged the sherry behind a stone, fearing that the visitor would expect to be allotted a 
share. Too late, however: while we stared in awe at the dark stranger's ability to withstand the attentions of so 
many midges, he took the opportunity to seize the bottle and inspect it. 

— King’s Head sherry, he read disdainfully, then pronounced: This is poor stuff for hillmen to be drinking. 

Taken aback at such impudence, | was just about to suggest that he stick his opinion up his arse when he 
disarmed me by inquiring if | wouldn't prefer some Talisker. 

— Naturally, | said. 

| don’t know where exactly he produced it from, but it seemed to appear from amidst the swarm of midges 
that had now amazingly assumed the shape of brown-paper carry-out bag. He took a seat beside us, and 
poured us each a measure the size of Loch Harport: it was the most magnificent dram | had ever tasted. 
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However, | picked up the bottle and noticed that the label read Talifker, which at first | assumed to be a 
deliberate archaism dreamed up by some advertising agency. He then conjured up a bottle of Laphroaig (which 
strangely enough was spelt Lafroaig) and one of Lagavulin, or Lagafulin. | now suspected these were bootleg 
bottles of far eastern origin, Japanese hooch designed to look like the genuine article. | put this charge to him. 

— Certainly not! he replied indignantly, does it taste like it’s fake? 

| had to agree that it did not. He then calmed down and explained to us that the three misplaced letters were 
an alphabetico-numerological clue to his identity which it was traditional to give in the circumstances. 

We didn’t have a scooby what he was talking about: but the midges briefly settled on his head in the shape 
of horns. 

— Please allow me to introduce myself, he said, offering his business card. Mister Mephisto, Chief Sales 
Executive, BLZ-Bub Promotions, it announced . 

— Bee Ell Zed Bub, | read. What does that mean, then? 

— Bee Ell Zee Bub, he corrected, then apologised: Creeping Americanisms are annoying, | know, but the 
transatlantic market is so important to us. But to business. Have another drink and let’s talk souls. Now, as 
you can see from my card, | represent Beelzebub, Lord of the Flies. I’m here in respect of his manifestation 
as Master of Midges, and I’m empowered to offer you a leasing deal which would involve certain powers over 
these little beggars. He indicated the swarm, which had wandered away from him, but which now returned, in 
the shape of a Labrador, at his whistled command. 

— Far out, exclaimed Frodo,examining the roll-up still smouldering between his fingers. It’s one of these 
Faust-type situations. But why us, man? 

— You and your friend here invited me, he replied. 

— No we didn’t, | objected. 

— | don’t do cold calls, he told us huffily, and the midge cloud formed itself into what we would now 
recognise as a laptop computer. He tapped a few of its keys and we watched as the machine coughed up a 


printout. 
— Here we are, he said. Your very words (he nodded to me) were Christ Almighty | would give anything if just 
for once these midges would leave me alone — | have of course tidied up the syntax and deleted some of 


the less tasteful language — and your friend nodded his agreement to this statement. 

— Come off it, | complained. That’s just a manner of speaking. And anyway, if you're going to get all 
legalistic, | could argue that you're hardly Christ Almighty. 

— Don't let’s split hairs. If you had the toothache you wouldn't refuse treatment just because your usual 
dentist was on holiday, would you? And it just goes to show that BLZ-Bub is more consumer-responsive than 
its rival organisation. Now, to business. | can offer you an exclusive midge command-and-control package: 
equipped with one simple easy-to-remember magic word, you can keep midges far away from you. Just 
watch. 

He said The Magic Word, and the winged cloud immediately dispersed. He then brought them back with a 
second command. 

— And there’s more, he smiled. With a simple upgrade syllable you can command them to attack other 
hill-users. Lo. 

He said the first Word, added a grunt, and the midges shot off over the boulder field out of view. After a few 
seconds we heard a terrible scream from the other side of Gearr Aonach. 

— All very clever, | said. But how do we know that the power will work for us? 

— I'll tell you what, said he. You can have the powers on twenty-four hour approval. If you like them, we can 
arrange a fifteen year lease, subject to status. The usual terms will apply at the end of the lease. I’ll even leave 
you a swarm of these little beggars to practise on. Enjoy! 

Then off he went, or | think it was then: neither of us could recollect the events in minute detail the next 
morning, try as we might. We awoke to feel the sunlight cleaving the tent door and slicing into our eyeballs. 
Had it all been a dream, or a drunken stupor? There was the swarm of midges, though, curled in the shape of 
a sleeping cat, just where he had left it. Then | remembered The Magic Word, and out of curiosity, uttered it. 
The midges awoke and immediately dispersed. 

— It works! | exclaimed. 

— Chrissake, said Frodo. Don’t do that. 

— Don't worry, | said. We've got it on appro for a day. 
Tomorrow we give it back and tell him no thanks. We get a 
midge-free day of climbing out of it. 


And so we did. We had a pleasant day on Bidean, then 
descended to the tent to await the return of the salesman. But 
he didn’t come back that night at all. 

— This is a trick, | told Frodo. He’s staying away in the hope 
that we'll use the powers after the twenty-four hours are up. 
That way we'll have accepted the contract and he'll be able to 
claim our souls: remember what he said about the usual terms. 
We have to be very careful never, ever to use The Word again, 
not even under the most ferocious midge attack: for if we do, 
we're hell-bound, man. 7 


Fier years is a long time. That first year, 79, wasn't 
so bad because the winter was soon upon both us and 
the midges; but the summer of ’80 was long, damp and 
warm, prime conditions for the beasties. Dear reader, 
imagine yourself in our position: tormented each time we 
ventured out on the hill by a horde of bloodsuckers, but 
tormented even more by the fact that we had within our 
grasp the power to rid ourselves of them; and not only that, 
the power to actually direct them to pester other hillwalkers 
to the extent of driving them off the hill, leaving it for our 
sole enjoyment. But we knew that to indulge ourselves would 
mean an eternity of torture in the fiery pit, so we forbore 
to use The Word. And when we weren't being literally eaten 
by midges, we were metaphorically consumed by 
suspicion: for on the rare occasion of a day when the midges 
were slow to appear, one of us would suspect that the other had cracked, and had uttered That Word in secret 
behind a rock somewhere. Thus, paradoxically, we began to almost welcome the arrival of the flying hordes as 
a sort of proof that one of us had not condemned the other to damnation. 

The next year, 1981, was asummer of riots, and the civil disobedience on the streets only served to remind 
us of our power to command obeisance on the hill; 1982 was the summer of the Falklands War, and we were 
tempted to do our patriotic bit by dispatching a task force of midges to the South Atlantic in support of Our 
Boys. 1983’s summer saw the protests at Greenham against the arrival of Cruise missiles, in reality a crude 
and ineffectual weapon when compared to the deadly masses at our disposal. Nevertheless we stood firm, 
kept our fingers off the mephistophilean button, and turned the other cheek to the Evil Empire. 


Then came 1984. 

By the summer of the Miners’ Strike, we were going to the hills together on fewer and fewer occasions: Frodo 
(who had now reverted to his given name, Fred, considering it more suited to the dignity of a twenty-five year 
old systems analyst) was working for an oil company in Aberdeen, and | had a job in Silicon Glen. However, 
we arranged to meet up for a weekend in Skye, and one Friday after work we drove in his company Sierra up 
to the Kyle. The flying pickets were out in their millions that night, buzzing and biting and warning us not to 
cross; but heedlessly over the Stygian depths we sailed, having first paid our coins to Calmac the ferryman. 
We camped by the Sligachan, and | could hear Fred curse the midges loudly well into the early hours; strangely, 
they didn’t seem to be bothering with me. Astonishingly for summer in the West of Scotland, we were 
awakened the next morning by a deep purple dawn, out of which the Cuillin emerged as volcanic islands 
against a blue Aegean sky. We decided to waste none of the morning sunshine and, as soon as we had made 
up the sandwiches, we set off towards Sgurr nan Gillean, chatting merrily about work, cars, women. We had 
perhaps gained a few pounds over the years, and lost a bit of hair, and replaced the flares with Oor Wullie 
salopettes, but it was really quite like old times. 

— This is the life, | said. It’s been so long since we've had a day like this. It’s almost perfect. 

Fred gave me a funny look. 

— Hard to believe that we could get this sort of weather on Skye, | continued 

Fred bowed his head and seemed to stare at his toe caps. 

— Sunny, warm, not a cloud in the sky, no midges... Then it struck me. You bastard, | spat at him. You’ve 
done it, haven’t you? You've said The Word. You couldn't stand a few sodding midge bites, and now you've 
gone and sent us to hell. You selfish, weak-willed bastard! 

He knew | wanted to kill him, and he took off across the peat bogs as if the devil were after him. | pursued 
him and made a dive at his fleeing legs. 

— It wisnae me, he howled as he jumped to avoid the rugby tackle. Honest, it wisnae. Anyway, they didn’t 
seem to be bothering you, so how do | know you didn’t do it first? 

He threw the allegation behind him like a golden apple to Atalanta, but | didn’t stop to pick it up: because | 
knew he had done it, and he knew | knew he had done it; and suddenly the day, the hills, and the sunshine 
could hold no pleasure for me anymore. Now the Cuillin might as well have been coal bings, and the savour of 
life had turned to ashes in my mouth. 


And | had not seen Frodo, or Fred, since that day on Skye. We had made our separate ways back home, 
and had not spoken to one another since. The following ten years found me on the hill less and less: for 
the mountains only reminded me of my eternal damnation, and even seeing the inevitable Buachaille on 
The Scotsman Pictorial Calendar was enough to fill me with nausea. So the years passed and | restricted my 
physical exercise to climbing onto bar stools; and sometimes with a drink in me | would consider the peculiar 
moral position | found myself in. Already damned, there was no reason why | should not indulge myself in 
every form of wickedness, for | need have no fear of further judgement: but for some reason | never really did, 
perhaps because | kept alive a small hope that there might be some escape. But this straw blew away on the 
winds of Christmas Eve 1994, when | received a card with the message: SATAN’S COMING. Right away | 
knew it wasn’t a misprint, and that the Hogmanay party it was inviting me to would very likely last forever. 
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And Fred or Frodo was holding an identical invitation when, still wiping the slush and mud from my jacket, | 
saw him just before midnight high in the Lost Valley that cheerless Hogmanay. As | approached the big boulder 
where he was waiting it began to snow quite heavily. 

— Long time no see, he muttered as a snowflake settled on the tip of his nose. 

— Not long enough, you fat turd, | hissed 

— Gentlemen, gentlemen, said the bearded figure who had appeared out of the spindrift. Tis the season to 
be jolly. Let us have no unpleasantness. 

— So it’s you, is it? | erupted. And never mind giving me no unbastardingpleasantness. What could be more 
fucking disagreeable than having to give up your soul to eternal damnation because your so-called pal couldn't 
put up with a few fucking midge bites? Tell me that, then, you cloven-hoofed bastard. 

— Compose yourself please, Mister Mephisto scolded. You seem to forget that it was you who asked for my 
help in the first place. And, may | say, | think you’re being rather harsh on your buddy. Anyway, to business. 
Your lease period has come to an end, and it is time to settle up. 

To my surprise, he then produced a bottle of Talifker and stuck it into my jacket pocket. 

— What's this? 

— Just a small token of our thanks for your business. Perhaps we can do business again sometime. 

—What do you mean again? You've got our souls, haven't you? Stop playing with us and let’s just get on with 
it, | huffed. 

— Yes, | have your souls; and now I’m giving them back. With thanks. 

— But! don’t understand, said Fredo. The deal was that we got power over the midges for fifteen years and 
you get our souls at the end of it. 

— No no no, laughed Mephisto. You’ve misunderstood the terms of the contract. You got the power for that 
one day back in seventy-nine, and we got your souls for fifteen years. We were leasing a commodity from you, 
rather than the other way round. 

— But what about the time this bastard used The Word to get rid of the midges on Skye, then? 

— Aha, he smiled. Yes, | remember it well. A delicious coincidence, |’m afraid. Of course, it made your 
lives an even greater hell, as if fifteen years of mistrust, jealousy, hatred, fear and self-disgust wasn’t bad 
enough. So, he said, clasping his hands together: Thank you very much for use of your souls. Enjoy your 
complimentary whisky, and please do not hesitate to contact me again if you ever need anything; perhaps | 
could interest you in some exclusive National Lottery advice? 

We declined his offer and left, turning briefly to see his farewell wave disappear in the swirling flakes. 
Then we continued on our way back to the road, leaving fresh prints in the first snow of the new year. 

It was some time before the silence was broken, but at last Fred spoke. He looked at his watch, then asked 
me if | still had the bottle of Talifker that Mister Mephisto had given us. 

— Yes, | answered. Why? 

— It’s well after the bells, he said. And | tell you what: after that little experience, I'd give anything for a 
drink... 

— Well, let’s hope the Kingshouse is still open, then, | said: and fearful of whatever spirits lay within it, 
| hurled the unopened bottle as far as | could into the snowblown blackness of the night. 


Mountaineering Melodies: No.14 


You’re lookin’ at a mountain 
You’re lookin’ at The Law 

You're lookin’ at a six-gun legend 
Fastest on the draw... 


Jimmy Nail. Cowboy Dreams. 1995 


With a face as craggily-featured as Sphinx Rock on Great Gable, we’ ve long suspected the one-time 
James Michael Aloysius Bradford of being a bit of a hillman. Now here’s the proof. And not 
only that, he appears to be an open-minded, all-inclusive, TAC-friendly hillman at that, regarding 
Borders/Ochils/Dundee hills named The Law as worthy of true mountain status. The 3rd/4th lines 
are somewhat more obscure, but refer to OS Sheet 118 (draw / legend), which includes the Marilyn 
with the shortest name: Gun (also the only hill to have a current chart band named after it). 
More worrying is another Albion reference when Nail sings: “I wanna be the guy who wears the 
white hat / And rides across The Plain”. But I guess we can forgive him that. Yippi ay oh! 
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12 famous but rarely climbed hills 


I The Grassy Knoll 

Came to prominence, as Sheryl Crow recently sang, “In November 1963 / The day Aldous Huxley died”. And CS Lewis for that matter. 
Watching Oliver Stone’s movie of these momentous few seconds, it’s striking just how unknolllike the knoll actually is. So non- 
hummocky it’s a wonder anyone, rifle-carrying or no, could ever hope to crouch behind it. Incidentally, what the famous Zapruder 
tape shows happening to the back of JFK’s head is analogous to the plans superquarry mogul Iain Wilson harbours for Roineabhal. 


2 Height of the Troubles 


Northern Irish hill which recently vanished from all maps. Hopefully it will soon reappear, but only after having been renamed the 
Height of Nonsense. A notoriously stormy hill: throughout most of the past fifteen years, a common occurrence was to see one’s 
climbing partner mouth words at you only to have them snatched away as if by the wind. 


3 Fitov Peak 
Small, obscure summit in one of the former Soviet republics which nobody had ever heard of until there was a war there. Such a 
method of coming into public awareness has led to this and similar hills being classified as Yeltsins. 


4 Sgurr na h-Weabhair 
Tall, stately hill first mentioned way back in TAC2. Not advised as a public holiday jaunt, since rumoured to be home to various 
unpleasantly-clawed reptiles and a large flock of gorillas. Along with neighbouring Beinn Kingsley, this perennially misty summit 
is soon to be featured in the Hollywood blockbuster Death and A’Mhaighdean. 


5 Damon Hill 

Despite being voted the BBC’s Hill of the Year, this is an extremely boring ascent hardly worth the effort — except perhaps to view 
the waters of the Eas Coul t-Hard. For those insistent on ticking it off, until 1994 the best starting point was Ayr town centre. Not to 
be confused with its slightly more interesting neighbour Damon Fromblur. 


6 Mount Edpolis 


Muck-covered Welsh hill in the western Fetlocks, rising above the noisy and unpleasant Mount Edanddogb Ranch. Ascent usually 
made by the bridle path beside Bynack Stable and then up Coir’ an Eich toward the Stirrup Mark. 


7 Mam a’Cass 


Vast sprawling massif in southern California. Dull rumbling in the sixties led to rumours it was volcanic, but now long since extinct. 
Its ugly slopes form an unsightly contrast to Carn Carpenter across the valley: a giddy, tapering spire of utmost fragility. 


8 The Moral High Ground 


Which one tends to take rather than climb. And strangely, even when taken, it’s still there — like a cake, which can be eaten yet still 
had. In reality this is just another name for Ben Rinnes — being a misspelling of Moray High Ground in an early issue of TGO. 


9 G7 Summit 
Like K2, except only ever scaled — or attended — by men in pinstripe rather than Buffalo suits. Summiteers often go for a Tolmount- 
Tom Buidhe-style double-bag by popping across to the Moral High Ground as well. 


10 Top o’ the Mornin’ 
Another Irish hill, sited in the heavily afforested Wogans and covered, base to summit, 
in a rare subspecies of dwarf blarney. Also the only hill known to have been climbed 
by Captain Dudley Smith — the Devil incarnate in James Ellroy’s LA Quartet. Grand. 


11 Cairn Thic Munitaidh 


We don’t often warn readers off hills, but CTM is a dangerous place to venture, 
with its huge unstable screes, chaotic and potentially lethal, where every step 
forward involves two back. Lower slopes swarm with muttering crazies carrying sad 
belongings in tatty rucksacks, while the upper reaches are home to a fierce pride of 
bottomleys. Hopefully 1996 will see it cleared of danger and renamed Mount Cook. 


12 Hill of Beans 


Midwest American peak, also notoriously difficult underfoot, which many walkers 
make a Meall of. First scaled by German emigré Heinz Runner, whilst a later explorer 
— novelist and travel writer John Steinbeck — summed up the thoughts of many 
when he wrote: “Ain’t worth climbing. Doesn’t amount to much.” 
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..and they call it democracy 


TACI9 made brief mention of Kjeld Kirk Christiansen’s failed attempt to buy the 
Glenfeshie estate (which eventually fell to the enigmatic Will Woodlands Trust). 
Now comes news that the Laird of Legoland — via his family’s holding company, 
Kirkbi A/S — has paid “well over £1m” for the Strathconon Estate. Hopefully this 
will prove positive, although it's too early to tell as yet, with Lego only having thus 
far issued a standard conservation-meets-killing press release, waffling about the “social and economic wellbeing of the local 
community”. Whether or not the lower slopes of various Ross and Cromarty hills will soon acquire newbuild bothies made of 
shiny blue and red bricks also remains to be seen. 
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Altogether more worrying is a tale of our old friends at Atholl Estates, where an application has been made for a Forestry 
Commission Woodland Grant of £400,000 to plant mixed woodland in Glen Bruar. Now, whilst none of us would seriously 
argue against the non-blanket replanting of Highland glens, this application — backed by Tayside Region — does seem a little... 
er... rich coming from the Duke of Atholl. With an Estate valued at a conservative (!) £140m, his Dukeness is one of the few 
people in the country who doesn’t need to tune in to the Turner / Kennedy jamboree every Saturday evening. Then again, the 
way these things are arranged means the Duke effectively wins the Lottery week in, week out — and not just at a tenner a time... 


Fe) 


Slightly further north comes a strange tale of bothy appropriation. Details are shadowy — not to say murky — but The News 
of the Screws recently ran an exclusive sex 'n’ drugs exposé from a highland bothy. This transpired to be Corndavon Lodge in 
the eastern Cairngorms, where, it was alleged, orgies, not ceilidhs, enlivened many a dark Glen Gairn night! Strange: doesn’t 
sound like any bothy TAC has ever visited. Unsurprisingly, there is a hidden agenda here. It appears a consortium of Dutch (!) 
businessmen applied to lease part of Invercauld Estate for shooting of the standard, non-hypodermic, kind. But part of the deal 
was that Corndavon be closed down — and so the salacious story was leaked to the NotS. (Seemingly around this time, Deeside 
polis did in fact raid the bothy — to find one lonely hillwalker smoking one sad joint.) Anyway, all this bad PR gave Invercauld 
the excuse they needed to bar the door and rake in the guilders. It only remained to placate the walking club who maintained 
Corndavon (it was non-MBA) with an offer of another building elsewhere on the Estate. This, though, is a locked club hut, the 
Estate having decreed no non-members be allowed a key. So the end result is simply one less bothy for the general public. 


Te) 


Harry Ingram — who passed on that story — also tells a worrying tale from further west in the Cairngorms. He and a friend 
were climbing Sgor Mor — the Corbett separating Rivers Dee and Lui — when “there was a loud crack as a bullet passed just 
over our heads”. After diving for cover — “never have | looked at a piece of ground so close for so long” — they scuttled 
downhill via a convenient burn. All this would be just about understandable — if still disturbing — during the main, autumnal, 
shooting season. But in February? And near the country’s major path, the Lairig Ghru? Scottish Field types love to offer 
reassurance that stalkers only ever fire into “dead” ground (appropriate metaphor), but maybe this is merely the hill equivalent 
of an urban myth. The Sorley MacLean poem Air Sgurr a’Ghreadaidh comes to mind, with its line: “...chainig sian a’pheileir...” — 
“the bullet whizzed...”. Practical poetry demonstrations must seem more than a little scary however. 
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Thanks to the ever vigilant Martin Prouse for supplying audit figures of various major outdoor suppliers. Last year, Karrimor 
had a turnover of £11.8 million, showing a profit of £357,000. Camping Gaz UK turned over £8 million with a remarkable 
£750,000 in profits, whilst Berghaus’s £22 million turnover led to a loss of £235,000! Figures for TAC UK plc aren't yet 
available, but expect an increase of negative equity in a bull market. 


$5 


An organisation called Land Reform — about whom we know little except that they sound like good people — are planning 
“a major occupation of land” on Sunday 23rd April. For more info, send SAE or your email address to Land Reform, Box E, | | | 
Magdalen Road, Oxford OX4 IRQ. (email: eartharc@gn.apc.org) 


gs 


And finally, it wouldn’t be right to let our Dutch Special pass without mention of Paul Van Vlissingen, whose donation of 
£150,000 went a long way towards enabling the John Muir Trust to buy Strathaird Estate in Skye — which includes Bla Bheinn, 
Clach Glas, Marsco, Sgurr na Stri and part of Loch Coruisk. The National Heritage Memorial Fund and the Alec Grant Bequest 
granted £400,000 and £100,000 respectively, whilst the £10,000 raised Summit Sweeping (see TAC/ 8-20) went into the pot, as 
did all £50,000 of the SMT’s Land Purchase Fund. Credit where credits due, as they say. 
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..FOREVER THE TWAIN SHALL MEET 


“Ill newes is come to Court of the Dutch breaking the Chaine at Chatham, which struck me to the heart.” 
Diary of Samuel Pepys, June 12th, 1667 


Good news is come to Scotland. We’re back. We, who struck at the stockbroker belt before it even existed. We’re back, 
the chain now broken by our very own bureaucrats in Brussels (gnashing of teeth in London), to join hands with our 
brothers and sisters of the Scottish hillwalking community. Bogs, rain, Calvinist self-laceration... it’s like being home. 

Many indeed are the traditional ties between Scotland and the Netherlands. Were not the Dutch the first to proclaim 
the principle of mare librum — free access to the sea? Is not TAC a staunch defender of free access to the hills, which 
roll along like frozen waves? Do not both countries have land over 1000 feet? Were not Scottish mercenaries loyal 
defenders of the House of Orange? (Sorry about William III, by the way. Also sorry about pathetic compatriots who 
have exiled themselves to Scotland to pose as Highland lairds because nobody takes feudalism seriously back home.) 

The twinning of The Angry Corry and Platvoets is more than a strengthening of traditional bonds of friendship. A 
twinning of Highland and Lowland magazines means that after centuries of Cartesian dualism the unio mystica is 
finally achieved — syncline becomes anticline, yin yang, the person penetrates the other person, and vice-versa. And 
when you’re through with that, the many practical advantages unfold themselves in all their splendour: Platvoets 
readers can do all the Munros, Corbetts, Donalds and Marilyns in their armchairs. International White Hole Swapping 
Competitions can be held (we’ ll probably beat you). TAC subscribers can at last read about a country without tiresome 
hill categories and ditto guidebooks. They also have an opportunity to learn Dutch. Let’s take Maastricht: you only 
have to stress the second syllable, and use a Scottish “r’ and “ch”. The others may have to opt out, but you can do it. 


Geurt Gorredijk — Editor-in-Chief, Platvoets 


Mountaineering Movies, No.4 — Highlander 4 


TAC film critic Bairly Normal reveals plans for a fourth Highlander film in the wake of Highlander 3, 
The Sorcerer. Here we have an exclusive sneak preview of Highlander 4, The Bothy Nicht, based on 
scripts smuggled out of Scotspinewood Studios... 


Connor MacLeod had walked 40 days and 40 nights over the barren moors of Sutherland in search of his ultimate 
goal, the remote mountain they called Ben Hope. For it was Connor’s last Munro and to conquer it would put him up 
with those men (and women) of steel who had claimed the prize. For they had their names cast in ink at the back of 
the Munro's Tables book. Only when he was there would Connor be truly immortal. For then he would know the 
thoughts of every man, advise presidents, prevent global destruction, save mankind and all that stuff. But much more 
importantly, he would be able to buy the Kameron’s almanac and start ticking off the Corbetts. 

As he tramped over the desolate moor, Connor spotted a small cottage in the distance. A column of smoke rose 
from the chimney into the clear night sky. He hurried over and threw open the door. Inside, four mere mortals 
huddled round a roaring fire, steam rising dramatically from their drying socks draped around the grate. 

“My name is Connor MacLeod of the Clan MacLeod,” the immortal boomed,“! was born in Milngavie in the suburbs 
of Glasgow in the year of Our Lord 1964!” 

One of the men by the fire turned. 

“lm Malky, this is Eric, Bob and Dave, we're with the Morningside Hotel Lounge Bar Walking Club,” he smiled. 
“Would you like a nice cup o’ tea?” 

“Tea?” Connor shouted, marching over to the table, “| am looking for the one they call Hope.” 

Eric turned, “Hope... we're all looking for that one mate.” 

The group laughed. But Connor wasn’t laughing. He swept his tartan-clad arm across the table, knocking a Trangia 
stove, an old wine bottle with a candle stuck in it, and a tin cup to the floor. 

“There can be only one Epigas Alpine stove in this bothy,’ he shouted, whipping a stove from his rucsac and 
slamming it down on the table. 

“Nice stove, mate,” remarked Eric. 

“| was born 3430 years ago. In that time | have had three stoves. The last was a Coleman Multi-fuel. A genius made 
this for me in 593BC. It is the only one of its kind. The rubber in the pipe has been folded 200 times.” 

“Oh,” said Eric, returning his attention to the fireside. 

Next it was Dave's turn to quiz the stranger. He handed Connor a whisky bottle. 

“You look like the bloke from the Tarzan Greystoke film,” he said, “Would you like a drink?” 

Connor eyed him suspiciously. “You wouldn't be trying to poison me, would you?” 

“You're not afraid of a little Stewart’s Cream of the Barley, are you, my friend?” 

Connor took a swig.““Of course not, I’m immortal...” 

“Ah, yes...” Dave nodded, thinking to himself that perhaps this Care in the Community lark was not quite as good 
as his Tory MP had made it sound at the last general election. (Surely “Cairn Thic Munitaidh lark”? - Ed.) 
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Connor suddenly sensed danger in the room. He turned to Bob, who had yet to speak. The little man stared into the 
Highlander’s penetrating eyes. . 

“| don’t know if you've ever considered investing in a mobile phone?” Bob inquired timidly. 

“Damn you!” Connor cried. “! knew it! You're the one they call The Communicator!” 

Instantly, Bob whipped a portable phone from his belt. “NEC P100 is popular, one of the best models available, and 
we're doing it for £95 all in at the moment, connected to either the Cellnet or Vodaphone networks on a range of tariffs.” 

Connor crashed back against the table and fell to the floor. 

“You've got 22 hours standby on this model and up to two hours continuous talktime. It comes with a charger and we 
can have you connected within 24 hours,” Bob pounded Connor relentlessly with his useless mobile communication guff. 

The immortal slumped to the ground, clutching his ears and groaning. “Stop! Stop! | beg you! Where is my old friend 
Juan Villa-in-Spain Ramirez when | need him?” he cursed. 

“I'm afraid he’s playing golf in St Andrew's,” Eric interrupted. “The budget on this picture couldn't quite stretch to him. 
But at least it’s not as crap as that Highlander series on Sky TV.” 

The Communicator launched a tactical strike. “If you had a portable phone you could call him from here. That’s the 
wonder of this modern technology. Now, if you want a really lightweight model, | can recommend the Ericsson EH237, 
which won the Cellnet Mobile Telephone Handset of the Year award in 1994. This is a great little package, offering |7 
hours of standby or two hours twenty minutes of talktime. But here’s the best bit. It weighs in at just 200 grammes and 
is small enough to slip into a pocket. You'll hardly notice it’s there.” 

Connor was writhing in agony, but summoned up all his energy and lashed out at The Communicator. ‘I’m afraid I’m not 


interested in purchasing a phone at the moment.” But his blow went wide of the target. 


“Now’s the time to buy, Mr MacLeod. There are huge 
savings on a wide range of handsets. You could connect to 
Vodaphone’s Lifetime Tariff and pay just £15 a month. Think 
of the peace of mind that would bring, having a phone 
wherever you are, whenever you need to make a call. Of 
course, you could consider one of the new digital networks...” 

Connor could take no more of The Communicator’s 
monotone sales pitch. Suddenly his head blew off, ripping 
clear of his shoulders and flying out through the roof. Then 
a flash of blue light engulfed the ruptured bothy and Bob. 

“Aarrrggg... it's the Quickcommission!” Malky shouted, 
diving for cover. 

The whole bothy blew apart and Bob stood proud, 
holding up a Panasonic | Series, as a flurry of contract forms 
and direct debit mandates stormed round him in a special 
effects blizzard. When it was all over, he fell to his knees 
and slumped to the floor, smiling smugly. 

His three companions surveyed the flattened bothy and 
headless corpse. “‘How ever are we going to explain this to 
the MBA committee?” Dave grumbled... 


CULTUUR! DE MODE! ZEITGEIST! 


Send us your hard-earned guilders, punts, shekels, whatever... The two current TACit Press books 
(more to come later in 95) — Walking the Watershed by your TAC editor, Dave Hewitt, with pics 
and maps by Chris Tyler. The story of the first ever traverse of Scotland’s Great Divide, from the 
Border to Cape Wrath — 240pp, £7.99 (£9 inc p&p) 
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“Best read of the year’ — The Great Outdoors 
And Munro’s Fables, by Grant Hutchison / 
Chris Tyler — 104pp, £5.99 (£6.50 inc p&p) 

Also available: “Killer Sheep” 
T-shirt in hard-wearing M, 

L or XL — £11 —or £14 inc 
six-issue TAC subscription. 


Or... £6 for TAC subscription alone! 

Or... £22 for WtW, T-shirt and TAC sub! 

Or... £20 for MF, T-shirt and sub! 

Or... £27.50 for both books, T-shirt and sub! 
All available, as usual, from House 48, 

170 Sandiefield Road, Glasgow G5 ODL. 


TAC Xmas Quiz — The answers! 


A RECORD NUMBER of readers entered this year’s quiz — 14 — in spite of it being described as “particularly savage” by 
one. Before sitting in judgement, your editor and his co-setter Alan Blanco had to allocate marks per question. This was of 
course vital to ensure fairness, but also proved quite tricky. We decided that, in general, a correct answer would be worth 2 
points — except for Q1, Q3 and Q8, which warranted 1 per part. Further, to get both points for Q6, it was necessary to give 
gridref letters and name the location. Similarly, both Q7 and Q10b required a correct answer and the reason why in order to 
score fully. Q7 and Q8 also presented another tricky problem: what if the proffered answer was correct in itself, but wasn’t the 
one we were looking for? In such cases, the entrant scored 2 point for each wrong-but-right answer in Q8, and 2 x % if the 
wrong odd one out was correctly justified in Q7. You'll see what we mean below. 

In general, no bonuses were to be on offer, although this ran aground when two people located an Ark Law (Q1b) previously 
unknown to us. RW didn’t find the “original”, whereas CE cleverly found both, thus earning himself two points for a one 
point question. Excluding this rogue bonus, the maximum possible score amounted to 39 points — and whilst no-one scored 
39/39, every single question was answered correctly by at least one entrant. (Having said all that, a possible mega-bonus was 
available for anyone who got what we were really after in Q8b — but no-one did, so tough!) As anticipated, the two trickiest 
dickies were Q2 and Q3f. The fact that correct answers were found for these left our flabbers well and truly gasted. You’re a 
clever bunch, so youse are. 

This cleverness was also borne out by an average score of 20.82 out of 39 — a superb 53.38%! Remarkably, for the second 
year running, the top prize was shared. Last year’s winners — BL and RW — didn’t quite make it this time. Also remarkably, 
the medals hinged on the fact that two of the top three made a canine’s lunch of Q9c — correctly answered by half the other 
entrants. On such small matters do mighty somethings rest. 

But time for business. Here’s the complete list of entrants, prizes and scores, followed by those long-awaited answers: 

32 — Stuart Benn / Graham Pearson (joint 1st prize), 30% — Brenda Lowndes (3rd prize), 30 — Iain Johnston, 
28 — Charles Everett, 26% — Craig Weldon, 26 — Richard Webb, 24 — Roger Holme, 20 — Helen McLaren, 
12 — Graeme Nicol (junior prize), 972 — Wolf Gruellich, 8 — Charlie Clerke / John Morris (despite going for mainly comedy 
answers!), 5 — Harry Ingram (booby — or 3:5 — prize). 


1 Where? (a) Arrarat Hill, (b) Ark Law. 
Relatively easy for starters. Most folk got these — although no points for suggesting Middle Eastern locations. Arrarat Hill 
is on OS71 at 778298, Ark Law on OS79 at 267101. The other Ark Law is on the 1992 revision of OS73, at 346205. 


2 Which vaguely nautical-sounding Hebridean Marilyn carries a sign reading: “Turn on lights before ascent”? 

Difficult to the point of impossibility, we thought. The answer: Forsnaval on Lewis. The summit radio station has a mast with 
the sign tacked onto it. A whole variety of educated guesses here, with many catching the naval angle (although Seaforth 
Island was most popular). Only BL scored a bull’s-eye: through checking for Hebridean Marilyns with roads up them, then 
cannily accessing Liverpool Uni’s hill-database — where she would have seen Blanco’s Marilyn tally for 1994 . (Kearnaval, 
Roineabhal and Suainaval — also bagged on the same Harris/Lewis holiday — are roadless.) Crafty bunch these TAC readers. 


3 Where? (a) The Pilot — OS76 325003, (b) Big Hill of the Baing — OS77 412021, (c) The High Tree — OS44 255686, 
(d) Top of the Battery — OS43 059859, (e) Pendicles of Collymoon — OS57 @589964, (f) Glittering Skellies — NO27/37 
247794, (g) Kneedeep — OS37 309243, (h) Straight Step — OS78 @020136, (i) Duffdefiance — OS37 303167 

By all accounts, these questions saw quizzers encamped in various map libraries across the country. Apart perhaps from the 
fact that Kneedeep only appears on recent editions of OS37, this was really littke more than collar work (to quote a favourite 
Poucherism)... until you arrived at Glittering Skellies. Here all bar SB screeched to a halt — although not before some valiant 
tries concerning offshore rocks near Fraserburgh (The Skellies), and Ian Skelly car sales. The eventual winner, however, 
correctly turned, not to 1:50000 sheets, but to the green 1:25000 series. And there, on NO27/37 (or, as it now likes to be 
known, Sheet 283), high above the wood at Bachnagairn, is a set of Skellies Glittering brightly... 


4 If you walked from Ca Whims to Bawhelps, in which youth hostel would you most likely spend the night? 
Easiest question: all bar two knew this was Glen Doll youth hostel. 


5 What famous Scottish landmark, beloved of many a TAC reader, slopes at 
an angle of 1 in 86? 

We thought this would be equally easy, but were proved wrong. Only RW and 
SB knew it was the Electric Brae. Embra featured heavily in wrong answers: 
Easter Road twice, Royal Mile twice, Princes Street — plus the In Pinn twice, 
Hampden Park, Glenfinnan Viaduct, the Tay Bridge — and Tom Weir’s nose 
(shurely shome mishtake?) 


6 Fill in the missing letters, and name the location, of a road sign bearing its 
own grid reference, ??352906. 

An odd question in that basic map-perusal would lead to the letters NX — 
most folk got a mark for this — but the actual name was much harder. So full 
marks only to RW (who had an excellent mid-section!) for Rowantree Toll. 
14/2 to anyone who mentioned the Bell Memorial — although this isn’t 
what it actually says on the road sign. (It’s down in Galloway by the way, near 
the Nick of the Balloch.) 
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7 Odd one out — (a) Sgurr Eilde Beag (b) Carn an t-Sagairt 
Beag (c) Sgurr Choinich Beag 

Few failed to score here, although not all got the right hill for the 
right reason. We were looking for Sgurr Choinich Beag, which 
is a top of its parent Munro, Sgurr Choinich Mor. Sgurr Eilde 
Beag is a top of Binnein Mor, whilst Carn an t-Sagairt Beag is a 
top of the White Mounth. Geddit? So two full points for that, but 
only two half points for the following: Carn an t-Sagairt Beag 
because it’s the only one not on OS41 (and hence the only one 
not in Highland Region); Carn an t-Sagairt Beag again for being 
the only one over 1000m; and Sgurr Eilde Beag because it’s the 
only one lacking a name on 1:50000 maps. The latter was only 
strictly true on pre-1991 sheets — although the “new” name has 
interestingly emerged as Sgor Eilde Beag (but it’s still Sgurr 
Eilde Mor across the glen). 


APPARENTLY HE SHOUTED 
"DIG 'N' DECVE PAAAARGH!“ 
ANO THEN SHOT HIMSELF 


a 


8 What is, or was... 

Fun and games here. We anticipated this being a venue for TAC readers’ renowned inventiveness, and weren’t disappointed. 
When writing the questions back in the autumn, we had decided on the “correct” answers for 8a — 8f (in a couple of cases two 
correct answers), and full points were duly doled out for these and these only. However, anyone who came up with an 
alternative correct answer was due the statutory half mark. 

(a) 1011 — Height of Beinn Ime, in metres 

(b) 1112 — Height of Tom a’ Choinich in metres, also dig ’n’ delve. (One Two, buckle my shoe / Three Four, knock on the 
door / Five Six, pick up sticks / Seven Eight, lay them straight / Nine Ten, big fat hen / Eleven Twelve, dig ’n’ delve!) 

(c) 1213 — Number of Scottish Marilyns 

(d) 1314 — Date of the Battle of Bannockburn 

(e) 1415 — Leighton Buzzard (15 letters with only Z appearing more than once). 

(f) 1516 — Height of Drumochter Summit, on the A9, in feet (there’s a sign saying so); also height of Breac-Bheinn, near 
Bonar Bridge, in feet. 

Half-marks duly awarded for (among others): 1112 — time the first Glasgow bus reaches Cluanie, also A Chralaig (12th hill 
in Section 11 of Munro’s Tables), also Stronmilchan (11:12); 1273 — Stob Coire an t-Saighdeir (m); 1415 — Battle of 
Agincourt; 7576 — number of Munro tops, with a “1” in front of it! 


9 (a) If Edinburgh is 9:9, Coldstream 10:10 and Campbeltown 11:11, which Highland village is 12:12? 

Not long after the quiz was first published, we had sudden fears of being gazumped. The Notes and Queries page in 
The Grauniad featured the following: Js Buckfastleigh the longest place name with no repeated letters? Which, as most 
entrants deduced, is in the same ballpark as our Q9. The only Scottish place to top Campbeltown is Coylumbridge — 
although Albion’s Bricklehampton achieves 14:14. Right idea, wrong answer and sadly no points for RW’s Inverblogaty. 
And if anyone can beat 10:10 for a pop band — the trendy Portishead — we’d very much like to hear from them. 

(b) By the same reckoning, which Dumfries and Galloway village is 2:5? 

The Yang to Coylumbridge’s Big Yin, and a place which would score a full house in name poker: Annan. Prize for Good Guess 
Without Quite Getting The Hang Of It goes to GN for his Ae! 

(c) And which much-loved Munro starts 2:5? 

Something of a trick question, the answer being Cac Carn Beag — as the top of Lochnagar is known. Extraordinary scenes 
here, as BL missed an open goal by casually plumping for Cac Carn Mor — which, as every self-respecting bag ger knows, is 
merely the subsidiary top five minutes before the true summit. SB didn’t even get that close, although deserves a mention for 
Ben Nevis and Eididh nan Clach Geala, which both start 3:5. 


10 (a) Which OS sheet contains a Region with only one building, a Region with no buildings, and no other Regions? 

The question which effectively deprived the otherwise excellent CE of four points and joint first place. He failed to deduce 
it was OS86, and was consequently one sheet short in his answer to 10(b) below. (“Worse than not winning the lottery!’’) 
In all, 8 entrants cottoned onto the quirky, endearing fact that Scotland intrudes approximately half-a-gridsquare into the top 
left corner of OS86 — and yet, remarkably, still manages to include fragments of both Borders and Dumfries and Galloway 
Regions! The remaining 15992 squares merely portray Albion’s unrelenting — and Regionless — flatness. 

(b) If England = 108, Wales = 25 and the Isle of Man = 1, what does Scotland equal, and why? 

85 — the number of OS 1:50000 sheets to include Scottish land. 80 sheets contain Scotland only (1-73, 76-79, 82-84), whilst 
74-75, 80, 85 and the fateful 86 overlap with Albion. 93 sheets cover The Plain only (81, 87-94, 96-113, 118-122, 127-134, 
138-144, 150-156, 163-169, 173-204), with Wales overlapping on ten: 117, 126, 136-7, 148-9, 161-2, and 171-2. The fifteen 
Welsh-only sheets are: 114-116, 123-125, 135, 145-147, 157-160, 170. The Isle of Person of course occupies sheet 95. As a 
point of interest, the otherwise totally Anglified 108 includes a bit of Welsh sand — but is neatly cancelled out by English 
sand on 116. 

(c) Fill in the missing numbers: 16 20 79 80 — 99 104 109 118 — 129 154 184. 

98 and 126 complete the set of OS 1:50000 sheets containing no sea and not overlapping with any other sheets. Arguably, 
these are the best value of any OS sheets. 


Many thanks to all who entered. We’ve already started writing the next one... 
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Mountaineering Melodies: No.15 


Babe I know it ain’t easy 

When your soul cries out for higher ground 
’Cos when you're halfway up 

You're always halfway down... 


Celine Dion. Think Twice. 1995 


The charts are full of Mountaineering Melodies just now — but whilst this is what we expect from 
Jimmy Nail (see p9), it’s more of a surprise coming from Ms Dion. She is of course the complete 
physical antithesis of Nail — a super-slick, gown-clad ballad babe, more given to practising her 
scales like Whitney than to scaling Mount Whitney itself. But, as they say, it takes all sorts. And even 
though some claim this song is just a rehash of Ken Boothe’s Everything I Own, we acknowledge 
hers as the authentic voice. For who among us hasn’t ever turned to their bedraggled companion on 
some nil-visibility verticality and uttered the timeless worry-cum-plea: “This is getting serious’? 


Gordon Smith (but a different one from pp6-9!) reports on the... 


LittleSoft HillSimulator 


Opinion polls conducted by GORI have suggested that nearly all hillwalkers would rather play wth computer 
games than subject themselves to the vagaries of the Scottish weather and the tiresome habit of counting 
conquests. Even those who do not lean this way will need something to do when they have ticked off all the 
boxes in their /-Spy Book of Munros. 

With a view to this huge market, work is in the Advanced Concept Stage for a Virtual Hillwalking System. 
Central to the system will be a new sensaround hillwalking suit. In addition to the normal visual and tactile 
feedback, the suit will connect to any standard bath tap or shower system to provide realistic weather. It is 
hoped to provide a refrigeration unit on future models. 

Once plumbed in, the user selects an appropriate OS sheet and sets off. Hillwalking companions can be 
selected from a menu. Standard conversations are provided wih the basic system, but a range of celebrities, 
both real and imaginary, will be available at extra cost. It is unclear at this stage whether Muriel Gray will be 
included in the standard package or not. 

Those wth modems will be able link up with other 
users of the system and virtually walk with ‘real’ 
people. A catalogue of virtual gear will be available, 
from ice-axes to crampons, from unbreakable flasks 
to goretex map cases. For those Munroists who 
have peaked too soon and are at a loss, a range of 
new hills will be available. 

Future releases will include a hill editor. This will, 
for example, allowusers to make the In Pinn alittle 
more accessible. 

Release date is expected to be sometime after 
Windows ’95. 


Ed. — Whilst on the subject of simulators — 
albeit analog rather than vitual— TAC has heard 
tell of a climbing wall somewhere down on The 
Plain which is specially designed for vertiphobes. 
It’s on some kind of rollers, such that as you climb, 
the wall comes down to meet you and you're never 
more than five feet off the ground. Imagine if hills 
were like that. 


Ws 


Glen Ponder 


Dear TAC, 


At the beginning of January, wifey 
and me were climbing the Buachaille 
(good news); afterwards we went for 
a pint in the Clachaig (not so good 
news). I was fucking mad at reading 
the shite pinned to their wall. On 
official National Trust for Scotland 
paper was a note asking us not to 
camp on the Glen Coe flats and 
instead use the official campsites 
further down the Glen. The reason? 
We are “damaging the flora’’. 

This for me is the last straw and 
must be challenged along with the 
NTS’s management of mountain 
properties. Let’s review how they 
came to own this magical glen: 

1935 — Lord Strathcona sells his 
estate, the SMC raise funds and buy 
it. It involves the north side of the 
Glen and a bit of the south, including 
Bidean’s summit. They are led in this 
by one Percy JH Unna. 

1937 — Dalness forest goes on the 
market and Percy organises an appeal 
involving the BMC along with other 
mountaineering clubs, raises £9000 
(including an anonymous donation 
of £5000 by Unna himself), and buys 
it too. Thus 22 square miles of 
mountaineering country becomes 
available at all times of the year. 

Nov 1937 — Percy writes to the 
chairman of the council of the 
National Trust regarding the views of 
subscribers (mountaineers) on matters 
pertaining to the Glen’s future, and 
gives them the Glen free of charge. 

1952 — SMC guide to the Central 
Highlands states that Glen Coe now 
belongs to the NTS. “Free and 
unrestricted access to the mountains, 
corries and glens is permitted at all 
times, and it is the intention of the 
Trust to preserve this beautiful 
mountain district in its present wild 
state and no roads, paths, cairns or 
signposts will be allowed and no new 
building of any kind may be erected.” 
All these intentions are actually 
conditions laid down by the SMC 
president Percy Unna. 

What has happened since these 
heady days? The Trust’s greed and 
avarice led to efforts that would 
increase the number of visitors — and 
thus income — without regard to the 
associated pressure and destruction 
this would bring to the area: 


— New car parks and a bridge 
across the River Coe in 1966 (“no 
new building of any kind”). 

— New wooden staircase to reach 
the bridge, new path from it to the 
road (“no new paths’). 

— Signposts to the Lost Valley (“no 
signs”) 

— Their triumph in collusion with 
the Countryside Commission for 
Scotland: the building of a new 
“Visitor Centre” in 1976 (again “no 
new building...”). 

They now even give us signs 
about signs explaining how they are 
removing the footpath scar created 
in vandalising the Lost Valley with 
their bridge. A scar which would not 
exist were people still forced to wade 
like Murray waxed lyrical about in 
1947. And don’t give me pathetic 
excuses about mountain rescue 
access when wire bridges such as that 
in Glen Etive can be used. 

On whose authority did the NTS 
change Percy’s rules to conditions 
(Heritage Scotland 1987), and then 
decide they were negotiable? They 
were rules then and they are rules 
now! The NTS’s own president 
acknowledged this, stating “the Unna 
rules have a Spartan simplicity, I pray 
that we shall be able to abide by 
them”. This was in 1976, the same 
year they opened their Visitor 
Centre! They then go so far as to build 
an obscene monument to the man — 
and another Centre — on Ben 
Lawers, his personal gift to them! 

To think that in days of innocence 
I joined the monstrous Trust in naive 
ignorance, but grew to “watch” 
naughty mountain men uprooting 
Willie Elliot's No Camping signs in 
1986, relocating them in rivers and 
forests. Let us have our revenge! Let’s 
unite and fight for the standard Unna 
flew for wilderness, campaign and 
challenge the NTS’s management. It’s 
not us humble foot soldiers camping 
in the Glen —as Percy wanted — that 
are the problem. Resist their pathetic, 
transparent attempts at driving us to 
official sites. Removing their centre 
and bridges will save more than some 
flora, and could just keep the Glen 
“primitive for all time”. 


Yours, 

Ian McConnell 

East Kilbride 
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Dear TAC, 


I’ve got a question for you— when is 
winter not winter? According to the 
Fife Arms Hotel in Braemar, winter 
ends on 31st January! 

You see, I planned to head to the 
Cairngorms for a week at the end of 
the month, spending the first and last 
nights in the Fife, since they had a 
“winter special” of £16.50 B&B. 

But they say Ist February is not 
winter, and so the price climbs to £35 
B&B! It seems now that I'll be better 
off taking a bus to Braemar, then a 
taxi to the Linn of Dee and have an 
extra night in “Bob Scott’s”. 


Yours, 


Harry Ingram 
Dyce 


[ici Saisie rise Nr aa Chas ate Nausea es 
Dear TAC, 


TAC21, p20: surely the Professor is 
madder than usual, since 10° is a 
thousandth of a thousandth of a 
thousandth, ie 10° x 10? x 10°. As 
stated, nano- would be 10° x 10° x 
10°, or 10°'*. A mistake, or lies, 
damned lies and scientists — who 
knows? 


Yours, 

John Morris 
Kincardine 
near Alloa 


Ed - Thanks also to Geoff Snape of 
Accrington for pointing this out. 
Professor Warbeck’s scientific 
credentials are severely dented. 


Mad Professor Warbeck 


Dear TAC, 


How can a hill change its name — 
deed poll? Heatherstone Law on 
Landranger Sheet 72, Upper Clyde 
Valley, at 022272, is apparently now 
called Hudderstone Law! 


Two or three years ago I wrote to 
the Ordnance Survey querying this, 
but received no explanation, merely 
acurt dismissal. Yet there must be an 
explanation, as the one-inch Seventh 
Series Sheet 68 clearly has this hill, 
roughly 7k south of Coulter village, 
titled Heatherstone Law. 

I would welcome your view, and 
indeed the views of anyone who can 
confirm which is correct, as only one 
clearly can be. 


Yours faithfully, 
Andy Nelson 
Lanark 


Ed. - In fact the current OS72 (and 
Munro’s Tables) has the hill reduced 
to lawlessness as simply Hudderstone. 


Sees See ee 
Dear TAC, 


Anent (doncha just hate people who 
write to The Scotsman and start their 
letters with that Oor Wullie word 
anent?) Des Rubens letter (TAC21, 
p19), RLS certainly did use novelis- 
tic licence in Kidnapped; he altered 
the year of the Appin Murder, shifted 
the Torran Rocks, and took the Flight 
in the Heather through many areas 
with little heather — such as the floor 
of Glen Coe. And why not? A 
splendid book resulted, but I think 
the night spent “in a heather bush” 
on Uam Var may be quite authentic. 

Some years ago I climbed Uamh 
Bheag from Callander by way of the 
track along the flank of Meall Leathan 
Dhail. The col between MLD and 
Uamh Bheag was peaty and 
heathery, home to a large number of 
mountain hares. 250 years ago, 
before intensive sheep or deer man- 
agement, there could well have been 
overgrown heather big enough to 
hide in. RLS would have known that. 

Incidentally, on the way back along 
the MLD track I was accosted by a 
shepherd in a Landrover who 
harangued me about trespass. 
Although it’s 7 or 8 years ago now, I 
offer this as another in the chronicles 
of narky estates. Just as well he wasn’t 
around in Davie Balfour’s day: 
“T don’t care if you’re fictional — git 
orf moy land!” 


Best wishes, 

David McVey 

Milton of Campsie 
See SS ae eee | 


Dear TAC, 


Part of the Scottish coastline was 
missing, and with it a small piece of 
Borders region, and chunks of the Al 
and the East Coast railway. Almost 
as mysterious as the “Bermuda 
Triangle”, this is the story of the 
“Borders Square’”’... 

Fate, in the form of a deceased 
exhaust while on holiday in North- 
umbria, led me to the National 
garage in Berwick-upon-Tweed. Here 
they had put together several 
Landranger maps in a wall-mounted 
montage to show the scenic delights 
of Berwick and the coastline nearby. 
As I helped the mechanic decide 
which exhaust we needed, my wife 
examined the maps, spotting that a 
bit of the coastline was missing. Grid 
square NT 96-60 to be precise. 

We found the gap so intriguing that 
we visited all the other exhaust 
centres in Berwick to check their maps 
(in fact none of them had any maps, 
or suitable exhausts). Eventually we 
dumped the car with the Vauxhall 
dealer (who had the exhaust but no 
maps) and set off in search of the 
missing square. 

We were almost in sight of the 
unmapped land when fierce weather 
and the need to get back to the 
garage before it closed drove us back 
— but was that a glimpse of a craggy, 
snow-capped peak rising up from the 
sea? No, I don’t think so. 

Surely the OS claim that the 
Landranger series “Covers Britain in 
204 sheets” could not be false? As 
soon as I got back home I dashed 
off to check NT 96-60 really was 
missing — and it wasn’t on any of 
the maps in the library. 

Would I be able to force the OS to 
publish the mysterious Sheet 67/2 — 
easily more useless than Sheet 12 — 
and provoke a complete re-issuing 
with the claim “Covers Britain in 205 
sheets”? Alternatively, they could go 
for “Almost covers Britain except for 
a bit of Borders Region in 204 
sheets”. Moreover, a microscopic 
study of the Index on the back of 
Landrangers showed a false coastline 
entirely within the lines of Sheets 67, 
74 and 75. Considering this sketch is 
Crown Copyright, you might think 
they would be more careful. 

However, the maps in the library 
were the first series: council cutbacks. 
Before acting, I would have to make 
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a raid on the bookshop to check out 
the latest series, preferably without 
having to buy the map. (After all, who 
wants to go to East Lothian twice?) 
Surrounded by grannies selecting 
birthday cards, I surreptitiously 
opened the glossy magenta cover. 
Damn! There it was, spilling over the 
edge of the grid lines, stuck on as an 
afterthought: NT 96-60. 

This begs some interesting 
philosophical questions. Before the 
publication of the new Sheet 67, did 
NT 96-60 really exist? Can any reader 
claim to have set foot on NT 96-60 
during the currency of the Landranger 
first series? Did “round-the-coastline” 
walkers mysteriously disappear 
into the “Borders Square”. More 
importantly, will the OS give a free 
new Sheet 67 in exchange for one of 
the first series maps? 


Yours, 

Terry Instone 

Great Sutton 

Great Plain of Albion 


Ed. - The East Coast does seem to be 
cartographically odd: readers will 
recall Grant Hutchison’s discovery of 
another missing fragment of Britain 
— between Whitby and Scarborough 
— in TACI8, pp3-5... 


aa ee re ae ere | 
Dear TAC, 


I am currently researching a book 
to be entitled Who Owns Scotland 
Now, which Canongate will be 
publishing in early 1996. The book 
will be the first up-to-date account 
of who owns Scotland since the 
work of John McEwan in 1981. In 
addition, it will provide a comprehen- 
Sive analysis and critique of the 
question of landownership in 
Scotland, and make a contribution to 
the developing debate on ownership, 
management and use of Scottish land. 

I would be very interested to hear 
from any reader with knowledge, 
information or sources which would 
assist my research. In view of the 
political sensitivity of the subject, 
sources will be assured of confidenti- 
ality where requested. 


Yours, 

Andy Wightman 

51 Lorne St 
Edinburgh EH6 8QJ 


Advertisement feature 


A Message from the BOLT-ON™ CORPORATION: We are dedicated to the continuing revision 
and expansion of our Bolt-On™ product range, in response to the wishes and comments of our 
customers. Many of you have written describing hill days spoiled by an inconvenient broken 
knee-cap. We are therefore pleased to announce the latest addition to our range: 


THE BOLT-ON™ FRACTURED PATELLA KIT 


Here’s how to use it: 


e Check the fracture site. If the knee-cap is broken, you should be able to feel a distinct groove running across the 
front of the knee, beneath the skin. To reassure yourself that this is really a fracture, indent the skin at this point 
and (gently! ) try push your finger into the knee joint from the front. If the finger does not go easily to a depth of 
an inch or so, try wiggling a little. (Caution: Some users have reported feelings of nausea or faintness at this 


point.) 


Begin the repair. Find the battery-powered drill and the stainless steel wire. Lay 
out the scalpel for later use. Press the lower fragment of knee-cap firmly against 
the front of the leg with one thumb, and drill a single hole widthways through the 
bone. (As with all Bolt-On™ drilling procedures, we recommend that you advance 
the drill as briskly as possible, to minimise discomfort, and therefore reduce the 
risk of an inconvenient period of unconsciousness.) Once you have drilled through 
the bone, do not attempt to drill outwards through the skin on the other side. 
Knee skin is quite elastic, and may just twist around the drill bit, perhaps leading 
to overheating or jamming of the drill motor. Instead, pass the wire through the 
hole you have just drilled. You will see the skin tenting up over the end of the 
wire. Just make a small nick with the scalpel at the top of this tent, and then push 
the wire through with a swift, decisive screwing motion. (/int: Keep fingers well 
clear to avoid an unpleasant jab! ) 


Find the upper part of the knee-cap. This is attached to the large muscle on the front of the thigh. If the muscle 
has gone into spasm, you may be quite surprised at how far up your leg this bit of bone has travelled! Just stay 
calm and keep searching, and you’ re bound to find it. But be careful! It’s important vof to drill through the bone 
while it is high up in the leg, since several quite important blood vessels and nerves are nearby. Grip the bone 
between thumb and forefinger, and push it firmly downwards, working against the muscle spasm. Don’t worry 
if you can’t get it all the way back to where it should be; we’ll fix that later. Now hold the upper part of the 
knee-cap in position with your thumb, and repeat the drilling process. Then loop the wire and pass it back 
through this new hole. 


Repair the fracture. Even up the ends of the wire and twist them loosely 
around each other two or three times. Find the Bolt-On™ Turnbuckle 
attachment, and thread it onto both wires. Fold them over so that you 
can grip the Turnbuckle comfortably in the palm of your hand, and turn! 
Keep tightening the wire loop with the Turnbuckle and you will see the 
two pieces of knee-cap gradually being drawn together. Use the little 
Bolt-On™ Skin-Ease Spatula to prevent folds of skin being pinched 
into the wires. [fat any time your lower leg goes white or numb, stop 
tightening immediately. You may have caught a nerve or blood vessel 
inside the wire loop. Remove the wire and start again. A distinct 
grating feeling will let you know that the fracture has come together. 
Make one more turn to firmly locate the bones. (ever overtighten, or 
cheese-wiring, may occur.) 


Tidy up. Snip off the wires just below the Turnbuckle, and fold them over against the front of the knee. To prevent 
damage to breeches or other leg-wear, cover the cut ends with the protective cork provided. Hey-presto! Your leg 
is as good as new! 


And write for details of our new Fractured Nose Kit! It comes with mirror, pliers, and the 
Bolt-On™ Tear-Absorbent Eyelid Guards, to keep your vision crystal-clear during that 
all-important disimpaction and manipulation phase! 
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